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its exquisite views over sea and mountains, the most delightful thing in it. Lady Penrhyn presides over the great place with the calm of perpetual moonlight: sunlight is left to her beautiful and impulsive step-daughter Miss Alice (Pennant), who orders out no end of carriages to take guests up into the hills or wherever they want to go. And of course I longed to go to Ogwen Hank and (lapel Curig, connected with my mother's childhood, and more than ever admired these rude savage purple mountains, which have so much individual character that height is quite a secondary consideration. Then yesterday we, went to that island in the Menui Straits, when*, thc.ro is an old chapel of great sanctity, to which Welsh funerals still wind along a narrow causeway, singing their beautiful hymns as they go.
"Do you know thatc The GurneyN of Karlham ' is out? You will not like it, I think, and indeed I feel myself, that Carlyle would be justified in saying it was * a very superfluous book.' Still, I will anticipate your asking me, and tell you that, up to its lights, it is not a bud piece of work. The whole family are a singular instance of unity without uniformity. While I have worked at the book, I have become irresistibly and most strongly attracted by such characters as Catherine Gurney and Riehewla (hunting-ham, though for the great fetish of the family, the Half-opinionated, self-parading, egotistical Joseph John, I never could have any warm feeling. Yet a descendant of one of his cousins (Lady Fry) assures me that she was BO distressed on hearing of his death in her childhood, that she pulled down all the blinds of her doll's house. So he must have had his attractive points.
"The book is certainly better reading than the earlier memoirs of those it concerns. Of those memoirs I heard an amusing story the other day. Mr. Parko of Andover, a great American philosopher and thinker, at one time quite lost the power of sleep. He said he bad long tried